SCENE    XV

THE  RED  SULTAN

How, being in Macedonia, I witnessed the misrule

of Abdul Hamid, and in the Bosphorus followed his

subsequent fate

IN the early autumn of 1929 I was invited by the
St. Barnabas Pilgrimages (for St. Barnabas was
the Son of Consolation) to accompany a partyof
two-hundred-and-forty pilgrims who wished to visit the
graves of their beloved relatives or friends in Italy,
Greece, and the Dardanelles. I was asked to talk
about ancient Greece and Greek architecture, about
the fighting around Salonika in the Great War, be-
cause I had been present there; and, for the same
reason, to describe the Dardanelles campaign and
conduct any who wished over the scenes of conflict at
Helles, Anzac, and Suvla Bay. I did all this as well
as I could, and to myself the interest of climbing over
the cliffs and gullies of the tragic Peninsula was over-
whelming.

On our return journey in the Italian ship, I came
again to Constantinople, the gate of east and west. I
had been there already since the Young Turk revolu-
tion and since the Great War, but still I was astonished
at the changes brought about since my first visit more
than twenty years before. Gone was the Galata
bridge of boats; bare the space where Dervishes
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